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'Tbc'Hijlorit 

Through all the kingdoms that acknowledge Chrift. 
Thrice hath this Hotlpur Mars in fwathling clothes, 

T his infant warrier, in his enterprises, 

Difcomfited great Douglas, ta’ne him once, 

Enlarged lum, and made afriend of him. 

To fill the mouth of deepe defiance vp. 

And fhakc the peace and fafctie of our throne* ~ 

A nd what fay you to tins? Percy, Northumberland^. 
The Archbilhops grace of York, Douglas, Mortimer, 
Capitulate againft vs, and are vp. 

But, wherefore doc Itellthcle newe» to thee; 

Why, Harry ,doe I tell thee of my foes. 

Which art my neereft and dearelt enemy?* 

Thouthat art like enough, through vaffall fearc, 

Bafe inclination, and the llart of lpleene, 

T o fight againft me, vnder Percies pay. 

To. dog his heeles, and curtfic adds frownes, 
jTo fhew, how much thou art degenerate. • 

P rift, D o not thinke lb, y ou fhall not find it fo , 

And God forgiue them, that fo much haue fwayd 
Your Maiefties good thoughts away from me* 
IvvillredeemeaTlthis on Percies head. 

And, in the clofing of forne glorious day*. 

Be bold to tell you that I am your fonne,. 

When I will weare a garment all of bloud, 

Andftaine my fauors in a bloudy maske, 

Which wafht away, lhallfcoure my fiiamewithit. 
And that fhall be the day, when e’rc itliglits. 

That this lame child of honour and renowne, 

T his gallant Hotfpur, this all praifedkniglu. 

And your vnthought of Harry, chanceto meet, 
Foreuery honor, fitting on his helme, 

Would they were multitudes, andon my head 
My fhames redoubled. For the time will come 
T hat I fhall make this Norchren youth exchange 
His glorious deeds, for my indignities. 

Percy is but my faflor, good my Lord, 

To engroffe vp glorious deeds on my behalfe. 
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of Ticnry the fourth* 

And! will call him to fo ftritft account, 

That h e fhall rend er cuery glory vp , 

Yea, euen the ileighteft werfhipof his time,' 

Or 1 will teare the reckoning from his heart. 

This,intlie name of God, 1 promife here. 

The which, if ihebepleafd, 1 fhall performes 

1 doe befcechyour Maiefty may faluc 

The long growne wounds of my intemperance; 

If not, the end of life cancels all bands, 

And I will die, a hundred thoufand deaths, 

E’re breakethc fmalleft .parcel of this vow. 

King. A hundred thoufand rebels die in this, 

Thou fhalt haue charge, & foueraigne truft herein. 

How now good Blunt ; .thy lookes arc full of fpeed* 

Enter Blunt, 

Blunt. So hath thebufines.that Iconic to fpeakc of. 

Lord Mortimer of Scotland hathfentword. 

That Douglas andthe Englifli Rebels met, 

The eleuenth of this moneth, at Shrewsbury, 

A mighty, and a fcarefollhead they are, 

(if prtiirriies be kept on euery hand,) 

As cucr offred foulc play m a Rate. 

King, The Earle of Weftmerland let forth to day, 

With him my fonne. Lord Iohn of Lancaitcr, 

For this aduerdfementisfiue dayes old, 

On Wednefday next, Harry, you fhall fet forward, 
Ont!imfday,we our felues wil march.Our meeting 
Is Bridgenorth, and Harry ,y ou fhall march 
Through Glocellerfhire, by which account, 

Ourbufines valued fometwelue daies hence. 

Our gcnerall forces, at Bridgenorth fhall meet: 

Our hands are full of bufines, let’s away, 

Aduantage feeds him fa t, while men delay . Exeunt, 

Enter Falttalfft and Bardot. 

FaI, Bardol, am I not falnc away vilely fince this laft action? 
do I not bate? doe I not dwindle? Why, my skin hangs abo ut 
me, like an old Ladies loofe gowne. I am withered like an o. 
apple Iohn. Well, lie repeut, and chatfuddenly, while I am m 





